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[Editor’s Note: We are publishing this poem by Olga Anstei, which appears here for the first time in English translation, along with
the original Russian. Dr. Maria Bloshteyn is translating Anstei's work and has very generously agreed to let us share with our readers
this moving record of a great evil].

KIRILLOVSKY YAR

Translated by Maria Bloshteyn

Raindrops fell on that windless day.

Thorny sloes prickled with acerbic youth.

A limping tree stump in the twilight,

knocked-over tombstones, chapels..

A slip of a girl, a dusky Dryad—

down the damp path into the nocturnal ravine!

There, in the wild garden'’s balmy thicket,

unloved but faithful, he'll fall at my feet!..

Into the depths, down the slopes—until stars come out!
The most carefree of all carefree places!

Closer to noon. It was sunny and bright.
Youthful acerbity flows out gently,

growing more mellow, growing more joyful.
On the hot chalky bluffs the swift

turns his clever head.

Wormwood wilts, held between palms.
Thyme trembles on an angled ledge.

The bumblebee is a beloved tiny brother!



Blue warmth flows down into the Yar..
Handful by handful from all around
into the most fragrant of all fragrant places.

Onward. Obedient to some obscure call,

| go to the crossroad between older graves,
out of a hushed beloved house,

where Azrael stands at the threshold.

| carry a cross that still wants tears,

that raises three mortal candles

that is covered with wax drips

that saw a shroud and head-wreath in the night..
It will be dug into place there, a loathed gift,
at the head of a nameless grave..

The most frightening of all frightening places!
A frightening brown contorted cross!

The last cup of all. The same place where
nature once drowsily luxuriated,

became Golgotha, the base of the cross
to a strange and fateful people.

Listen! They were lined up,

their belongings piled on the gravestones..
Half-smothered, half-killed,

then half-covered with soil..

Do you see those old women in kerchiefs,
elders, dignified like Biblical Abraham,

and curly-headed babes, like those in Bethlehem,
in their mothers' arms?

| can't find words for this.

Look: here on the road lie dishes,



a torn tallit, scraps of Talmud,

shreds of passports washed out by rain!

A black—murderous—blood-encrusted cross!
The most horrific of all horrific places.

(December 1941)

KUPUJNINOBCKUE SAPDI

Bl [oXANHKK B 6e3BEeTPEHHbIN OEHb.
FOHOCTbIO TEPMKOW KOJ10J1 TEPHOBHUK.
CyMepKu 1 KOBbINAOLWMINA NEHb,

CobnTble NaMATHUKN, YaCOBHMU. ..

BnaxHom TPONUHKON — B Be4epHUI Jior!
TOHEHbKOW 0EeBOYKOMW, CMYr0N Apuagon —
B Ténnble 3apocsv ANKOro caga,

[ne HentobuMbIN 1 BEPHbIN — Y HOr!..

B rnyws, no oTKocam — [0 nepBbiX 3B€34!
B npnBosibHOE — M3 NPUBOJIbHbIX MeCT!

Bavxxe K nonyaHto. OH aceH bbin.

FOHas TepnNKoCTb B MEPHOM pa3inBe

Ctana nnaBHee, CTajNla CYaCTUBEN.

YMHOW rO/I0BKOIO CTPUXX BOAWI

Ha menosom ropsiyem obpoise.

BsHyna Mexxay nafoHen nosbiHb.

Yebpuk gporkan Ha ycTyne ropbaTtom.
LLIMenb 6bI1 XXenaHHbIM KPOXOTHbLIM BpaToMm!
CvHA4 B Ap HamnJbiBana TeMJblHb...



MpUropLLIHSMU CTEKaNa OKpecT
B oywncToe M3 AyWUCTbIX MecT.

Nanble. MMOKOPCTBYS 30BY FJ1yXOMy,
Ha nepekpécTok Mex OaBHUX MOru
MpoYyb U3 NPUTUXLLIErO0 MUIOrO AOMa,
[0e y nopora cTouT Aspann —

KpecT yHouly, — cne3aMun He CbIThIN,
CMepTHble TPU BO3HOCUBLLUNIA CBEYN,
3ayrNnOKONHbLIM BOCKOM 06UTHIN,
CaBaH 1 BEHYMK BULABLUNIA B HOYM. ..
ByneT OH BpbIT, NOAAPOK NOCTbIIbIA,
TaM, B rosioBax 6€3bIMAHHON MOrUbl...
CTpalwHoe MecTo 13 CTpaLlHbIX MecT!
CTpallHbI KOPMYHEBbLIN CKOPYEHHbIN KpecT!

Yawa nocnegHaAdA. Te e MecTa,

['0e nMKoBana LPeMOTHO Npupoda —
CTpaHHOMY 1 POKOBOMY HapoLy

Ctanu Fonrogon, NnogHOXbeEM KpecTa.
CnywawnTe! Ux nocTtaBuan B CTPOM,

B Ky4Kax NOXWUTKK CNOXUAN Ha NAUTAX,
Mony3afgoxwmxcs, nonygobuntbix
Mony3aBanvBann 3eMNEN...

BuauTte aTux ctapyx B naatkax,
Crapues, Kak ABpaaM, Be/M4aBbIX,

N Bupneemcknx mnageHUeB KypyaBbiX
Y MaTepen Ha pykax?

9 He HanAy Oa4 3TOro CJoB:

Bunante — BOT Ha gopore nocyna,
MpoApaHHbIA Tanec, obpbiBKM TanMyaa,



Kno4bsa pa3MbITbiX LOXAEM nacnopTos!
YEpPHbIN — NOBOHLIN — 3anNéKLWNACA KpecT!
CTpaluHoe MecTo U3 CTpaLlHbIX MecCT!

(nekabpb 1941)
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The photo shows, “Execution at Babi Yar,” by Felix Lembersky, painted in 1952, which depicts the murder of Jews, by the Nazis, at
Babi Yar, on September 29-30, 1941, Some 80,000 peaple were killed at this place, including 33,771 Jewish men, women and
children.
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